Soup 


We were cried-out by the time we 
ate the soup. 


Who opened the can, threw it into the 
saucepan? Passed out the bowls? 


Couldn't say. 


And ate , more slurped, in silence? Well, no 
words anyway. 


Until 
Jelzy finally left Mike after knowing a guy 
less than day. Mike sobs this news, then 


Slurps. 


They were left, two losers and him , 
and our Garvey the one laid off! 


“Which one were you?”...when Rory 
went to college reunion. 


Which one were you? 
Imagine! 
“Il think | got another can.” 


Says Rory, who’ll then flesh his story out, 
and encourage the other two to do the same. 


Slurping, of course, liquid voices catching in hurt. 


And then catching, also, long after, regardless 
of dry subject. 


Why we’re mysteries to our friends. 


